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Mary Stanley having inherited from .mnnde » Highlandestfcte In 8cotland. Lo^hgarra. visits it, accompanied
by a young lady friend and her factor, Mr. Pardie, wit.h
the secret intention of reforming overy abuse in its management.The first tenant she meets gruffly complainingof a tax added to the rent paid by the crofters for a
dike built to protect tlioir land from floods, she declares
it abolished. The evening after taking possession of
C'astle Heimra she resolves that half of that tax, which
had been collected for thirty years, shall be restored to
the crofters.

I'urdie, dining with Miss Btanley and her corapauion,
over the wine discloses his peculiar bitterness toward
tbo tenants of the estate. He tells how, at his instigation,that young lady's late uncle drained the loch and
tore down the castle in revenge because the natives
would not rocognize changes in their names correspondingwith their changed ownership.
Donald P.oss, the owner of the remnant of the IJeimra

estate, one tiny island, arrives off the coast in his yacht
Sirene, manned by two trusty Highlanders. Waiting for
night to fali be lands by the liunt of the stars his little
cargo of smuggled French brandy anil slows It in "The
Cavo of the Crowing Cock." His men inform him that
Bome young crofters are ready at his word to cause the
obnoxious factor to be killed by some seeming accident.
He warns them against so dangerous a clmeMary,unattended, taking an earlv morning walk, muses
on the stories of young Donald's wfldness. and encounters
a pretty, simple Highland girl, who answers her greeting
In Oaelio. trustfully pats her hand, but runs off when
she sees the factor npproachlug. She resolves to learn
that language, After a day spent In interrogating tenants,all of whom grumble abont everything else, but
maintain a mysterious silence on the subject of rent,
sheob-erves a man poaching for salmon on the stream
at twilight whom she divines to be Donald Koss.

IB CHAPTER V.
THE MEALL-NA-FEAEN BOG.

B And once again a wild, clear, breezy morning.the sea

W a more brilliant blue than ever.the heavy surge burstinglike a bombshell on the rocks of Eilean Helrnra,
and springing some sixty or seventy foet in the air.

Altogether a joyous and gladdening sight.from the
several windows of this spacious room in the tower;
but nevertheless Kate, who was far from being a

foolish virgin, observed that the wind must have
backed during the night to the south, and therefore
(she began to talk about waterproofs. For Mr. Purdiewas leaving to-day; and the two girls, thrown
upon their own resources, had planned an excursion
to those portions of the estate they had not yet
visited.the higher moorland districts; and of course,
that had to be accomplished on foot. They did not
propose to take a guide with them; they would

, »impiy go along to the "march" beyond the little hamletof Cruagan, and follow the boundary line across
the hills. Sooner or later they would strike either
the Corrie Bhreag or Glen Orme, with the lower parts

W of which they were acquainted.
f And so, with some snack of luncheon in their

pocket and a leather drinking cup, and with their
waterproofs over their arm, they set out.the sunlight
pleasant around them, an odor of seaweed in the
air. This was to be a little bit of a holiday.for this
one day, at least, there were to be no persistent and
patient Inquiries met by sullen replies, no timid
proffers of friendship answered by obdurate silence.
I Ant} yet as they ueared the Tillage Mary was remindedof her perplexities, and griefs, and disappointments;for here was the solitary policeman of
the place, standing outsldo the small building that
nerved him for both police office and dwelling house.
John, as he was simply called.or more generally,
Iain.was not at all a terrible looking person.on the
contrary he was quite a young man, very sleeli and
fat and roseate, with rather a merry blue eye, and a

general appearance of good nature.a stout, wholesomecomplexioned, good humored young man, who
was evidently largely acquainted with the virtues of
l>orri(lgo and fresh milk. When Mary saw him she
said:.

"Well, Kathchen, if they're all in league against
ine, even my own gamekeepers, to screen the poachingthat is going on, I will appeal to the policeman.
He is bound to put down thieving of every kind."

"You'd better not, Mamie," was the instant reJoinder."It would be very awkward if a question
were asked in the House of Commons.about a Highlandproprietor who had the Bhameless audacity to ask
Her Majesty's own representative to watch a salmon
river in place of the ordinary keepers."

However, this project came to nothing in the presentcase; for as they drew near they found that the
belted guardian of the peace was himself in dire
trouble. An elderly woman.no doubt his motherhadopened an upper window in the small two-storied
building, and she was haranguing and scolding him
with an unheard of volubilitv. What it was all

I about neither Kathchen nor Mary had the least idea,
for the old woman was rating him in Gaelic; but
John, seeing the young ladiea approach, grew more
and more roseate and embarrassed. Of course he
pretended not to hear. He gazed out toward Helmra
Island. Then with his stick he prodded at the mass

of seaweed by the roadside that was waiting there to
be carted away. And then lie smiled in a tolerant
manner, as if all this tempest were rather amusing;
and finally, not being able, in such humiliating circumstances,to face the two ladiea, the upholder of
the majesty of the law turned and beat a speedy retreat,hiding himself in the lower floor of the house
until they should pass. So that on this occasion
51ary had no chance of asking Iain whether he would
catch the poachers for her.

"I am sure," said she, as they were passing through
the town, and over the Garra bridge, and up into the
country beyond, "I do not care to preserve tho game.
If it were for myself alone. If I thought it would
be really for the good of the people here, I would
have every head of game on the estate destroyed, and
every salmon netted out of the river. But you hear
what they say themselves.many of them would never
see money at all If it weren't for the Gillie's wages,
and the hiring of the ponies, and so on, in the,
autumn. Then the few deer that stray on to the
ground, from the Glen Orme forest, they don't come
near the crofts.they do no harm whatever, except,
perhaps, to Mr. Watson's pasture, and ho can easily
get rid of them, if he likes, by saying a word to his
shepherds. So that the shooting and the fishing arc
nothing but an advantage, and a very great advantage,to the people; and I tell you this, Kathchen,
that I mean to preserve them as well as ever I can.
Ami really it seems shameful that a gentleman in Mr.
Itoss' position should have so little self-respect as to
become a common poacher "

"You forgot how he has been brought up.accordingto Mr. Purdie's account," Kathchen put in.
But Mary did not heed the interruption. She was

very Indignant on this point.
"It is quite excusable," said she, "for the poor,

ignorant people about here to believe that tlie Bosses
of Helmra are still the rightful owners of the laud.
They know nothing about the law courts and agent's
offices In London. They only know that as far baok

' as they have heard of, and down to their own day,
the land has belonged to the Bosses; and their Highlandloyalty remains stanch and true; it is not to
lie bought over by the stranger; and perhaps it is not
even to be acquired by kindness.but we'll see about
lint, in time* Hnwrpror whnt. T fcQtr la +V.la *»«» + r

t don't complain of these i>oor people having such mistakenIdeas; but Mr. Iloss knows better; he knows
well enough that he has not the least shadow of right
to anything belonging to the Lochgarra estate; and
that It he takes a grouse, or a hare, or a salmon, he
la constituting himself a common thief."

But now, for an instant, she was stricken dumb.
They had come in sight of the dried up loch and the
waste heap of stones that once was Castle Heiuirn;
and this sad spectacle seemed to put some strange
fancies Into her head.
» "Kathchen," said she, rather breathlessly, "do you

think he does it out of revenge?" .

Now Kathchen herself was of Highland blood; and
she made auswer boldly:.

"I have told you already, Mary, that if I were
young Ross of Heirara, and such an Injury had been
done to me and mine.well, I should not like to say

i what I should be inclined to do in return. A sentimentalgrievance!.yes; but it is sentimental grievunccsthat go deepest down into the Highland nature,
and that are longest remembered. Hut then on the
other hand It seems to me that shooting gamo or killingsalmon is a very paltry form of revenge. That
is not how I should try to have it oul with Mr. l'urdie.forwho can doubt that it was Mr. Purdie destroyedthe loch and the castle?.I saw his air of
triumph when he told the story. No; pouching
wouldn't be my revenge "

"Inhere Is more than that, Kathchen," Mary said,
i absently. "It isn't merely defying the keepers, or
tieing in league with them. There Is more than that.
X wonder, now, if it is he who has set those people
against us, so that they will never regard us but as
strangers and enemies? It is not natural, their sullenrefusal of kindness. There is something hiddensomethingbehind.that I don't understand." She
was silent for a second or two.then she said."I
v.onder if he thinks he can drive nie out of the

s place by stirring up this bitter ill will."
C "There is one way to get over the difficulty," said
Kathchen, lightly. "Ask him to Lochcarra House.
He is a Highlander.if he has once sat down at your
table he cannot be your enemy afterward."

A touch of color rose to Mary's face.
/ "You forget the character he bears," she said,

somewhat proudly.
And hero the.v were at the Craagan crofts; and the

people were all busy in the wide stretch of land enclos?dby a dilapidated fenco of posts and wiro.
James Macdonalrt, the elderly crofter who had complainedof the dike tax, was ploughing drills for potatoes;two or three women and girls were planting;
and a white haired old man was bringing out the seed
potatoes in a pail. The plough was iieing drawn by
two horses wearing huge black collars.whilt these
were for the two visitors could not imagine.

"Are you going to speak to him, Mary?" Kathcben
nsseu in an undertone.as the plough was coming

, toward the end of the field.
"Yes, I am," said the yonnjc lndv. "I want to

see if the remission of the tax has had no effect on

<
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hlin. Perhaps he will have a lttle more English
DOW."

There was no time to be lost.the horses were
turning. She stepped across from the road.

"May X interrupt you for a moment? I want to
ask you *

Well, the gray bearded man with the shaggy eyebrowsdid check the horses.perhaps he meant to give
them a rest at the end of the drill.

"Oh, thank you," said Mary, in her most gracious
ana ineuuiy wij. i. uuij msumx ui nan. jvu
Mr. Purdio hart told you that there was to be no more
tax for the dike, and that there was to be fifteen
years of It given back."

The Russian looking crofter regarded the shafts of
the plough without removing his hands; and then he
said:.

'Yes.he was saying that."
Not a word of thanks; but perhaps.she generously

thought.his English did not go so far.
"it Is good dry weather for ploughing, is it not?"

site remarked at a venture.
There waS no reply.
' That very old man," she asked, "who is be.is

he your father?"
"Yes."
"It seems a pity he should be working at his age."

she went on, wishing 1o show sympathy. "He ought
to be sitting at the cottage door, smoking his pipe."

"Every one will have to work," said the elderly
crofter, in a morose sort of way; and then he looked
at his horses.

"Oh well," said Mary, blithely, "I hope to be able
to make it a little easier for you all. This land,
now, how much do you pay for it? What is your
rent?"

"It.thirty shillings an acre."
"Thirty shillings an acre? That is too much,"

said she, without a moment's hesitation. "Surely
thirty shillings an acre is too much for indifferent
land like that!"

The small, suspicious eyes glanced at her furtively.

THE 01J> \ OMAN' BEEWED A MOST TOTENT LIQDOB.
"I not Baying it too much," he made answer,

slowly.
"Oh, but I will cousult Mr. Purdle about it," said

she, in her plec. sailtest way. My own impression is
that thirty shillings an acre is only asked for very
good land. But I will inquire; and see what can be
done. Well, good morning, I musn't take up your
time."

She was coming away when he looked after her.
"I not saying.it.too much rent," said he; and

then he turned to his plough; and his laborious task
was resumed.

"Isn't that odd?" said Mary, as they were going
along the highway again. "None of them seemed
anxious to hare their rents reduced. All day yesterday.nota single complaint!"

"Well, Mary," said Kathchen, "I don't know; but
I can guess at a reason.perhaps they are afraid to
complain."

This set Mary thinking; and they went on in
silence. She wished she knew Gaelic.

When they came in sight of the ancient boundary
line they left the road, struck across a swampy piece
of land where there were a few straggling sheep, and
then set to work to climb the bare and rocky hillside.
It was an arduous climb; but both young women
were active and lithe and agile; and they made very
fair progress.stopping now and again to recover their
breath. Indeed, it was not the difficulty of the ascentthat was present to their mind; it was the terriblybleak and lonely character of this domain they
were entering. Higher and higher as they got, they
seemed to be leaving the living worm behind them;
and then, when they reached a level plateau, and
could look away across this new world there was
nothing but an endless monotony of brown and purple
knolls and slopes, covered with heather and withered
grass, and then a series of hills along the horizon,
with one or two lofty mountain peaks, dark and precipitous,and streaked here and there wih snow. There
was no sign of life, nor any sound. As they advancedfurther and further into this wilderness a

strange sen33 of intrusion, came over them; it was as
If they had come into a land peopled by the dead.
who yet might be regarding them; they looked and
listened, as if expecting something.they knew not
what. They did not speak the one to the other; indeed,they were some little way apart.those two
small figures in this vast moorland solitude. Then
they came to a tarn.the water black as night-.not
a bush nor a stujnp of a tree along its melancholy
shores. Nor even here was there a call of a curlew,
or the sudden whirr of a wild duck's wings. At this
point the girls had come together again.

"Who can wonder at tho superstitions of the Highlanders?"said Kathchen, half absently.
Mary's answer was a curious one. She was lookingat the black and oozy soil around her, with its

scattered knobs of yellow grass.
"I suppose," she said, meditatively, "they send

tho sheep up here later on. But it must be
wretched pasture even at its best."

All this time they had been shut out of sight of
the sja by the higher ranges on their right; but by
and by, when they had surmounted the ridge in front
of them, they came in view of at least one new
feature In the landscape.the river Garra, lying far
below them, in a wide and empty valley. No hangingblrchwoods here, or deep pools sheltered by lofty
1>onL-o oa <n iha n-lltiPO ll.ov IlO/l miv.

prist*! the ghostly fisherman; but a treeless expanse
of rather swampy looking ground, with the river for
t!ie most part rushing over stony shallows.

' Did it occur to you, Kathchen, that we should
have to cross that stream?" Mary asked, as they were
descending the lilll.

"Wliere is the difficulty?" said K&lhchen, coolly.
"Wo shall simply have to do as the country girls do,
take off our shoes and stockings, wade over, and put
them on again on the other side."

However, this undertaking they postponed for the
present; for It was now midday; and they thought
they might as well have luncheon when they got
down to the side of the Garra. They chpsa out a
rock wide enough to afford them seats; opened their
small packages, and filled the leather drinking cups
at the stream. Up in these altitudes the water was
not at all of a peaty-brov/n; it was quite clear, with
something of a pale greenish hue; it had come from
rocky regions, and from melting snow.

"It seems very odd to me," said Mary, as they
contentedly munched their biscuits and sliced liaril
boiled eggs, "that I should find myself in a place
like this.a place that looks as if no human being
had ever l>een here before.and yet be the actual
owner of it. I suppose there never were any people
living here?"

"They must have been clever if they did," said
Kathchen. "To tell you the truth, Mary, the most
part of the Lochgarra estate that I have seen is only
fit for one thing, and that is to make heather brooms
for sweeping kitchens."

"Ah, but watt," said the young proprietrix, confidently."Wait a little while, and you will see.
Walt till you hear of all the improvements "

"A railway to Bonar Bridge," said Kathchen, carefullylifting the leather cup.
".Now look here, Mephistopheles," said Mary, seriously."1 could murder you, without the least

trouble. I am stronger than you; I could kill you,
and hide you in a holo in the rocks, and you'd never
1)0 heard of sgiin. So you'd better have a little
discretion in flouting at my schemes. Ah! if you
only knew! Why, listen to this, now.are you aware
that there is a far greater demand for the Harris
homespun cloth than the people can supply? X discoveredthat at Inverness. I was told that half the
homespun sold in London is Imitation, niado in Manchester.Well, I propose to let them have the real
homespun.yes, and plenty of it! And more than
that; I'm going to have homespun druggets,
and homespun plaids; and blankets, and sir;wis,
and patchwork quilts; and all the carding and
spinning and weaving, and all the knitting of
the stockings to be done by my own people. And I'll
have a saleroom in London: and advertise in the
papers.that they're the real things, and not sham at
nil n ml If T t.ovn or.,* frlan.la in thr, Sn.itV,

them show themselves my fi leads by coining forward
and helping ns'. No charity.far from it.they get
value, anil more than value for their money.why,
where is there any such stuff as homespun for gentlemen'sshooting costumes, or for ladies' ulsters; aiul
where can you get such warmth in winter from any
other kind of stockings'! I don't like to see so niauy
women working in the fields.especially the old
women.and carry ins: those heavy creels of seaweed;
I'm going to get them lighter work.that will pay
them better; ana when fiieir sons or husbands are
away at the east coast fishing they will be earning
almost as much at home. What do you think of this
now? For a good web of homespun I can get 5s. a
yard from the clothiers themselves; and they will do
very well when they get Is. or Is. Cd. a yard profit,
but when I sell in my own store at 6s. 6d. a yard,
then that- is all the more coining back to us here at
home Oh, I tell you, you will soon hear plenty of
spinning wheels going, and shuttles clacking at Loehgarra!"

It was a pretty enthusiasm; and Kathchen did not
like to say anything. Indeed It was Mary herself
who paused in this dithyrambic forecast. She had
changed to loot at the gathering skies overhead.

"Kathchen," said she, "it was a good thing we
brought our waterproofs."

Kathchen followed the direction of her glance.
"Yes," she answered, "and I think we'd better be

get! ing on."
Then here was the business of getting over the

stream. JIary went down to the edge of the river;
pulled off her shoes and stockings covertly (covertly,
In this solitude, where there was not even a hawk
poised on wing) and then put one foot cautiously into
the swift running water. The consequence was a
shrill shriek.

"Xo," she said, "I can't do it. It's like ice,
Kathchen! I'm going to put my shoes and stockiinrson Hcrain: nnd fiiul enmo ctAnau

whore that I can fret across."
"You'll fall In, then," said the matter-of-fact

Kathchen, who was Uy this time over the ankles, and
making good progress.with her teeth clinched.

But Mary did not fall in. She sought out shallows;and made zigzag experiments with the shingle
and with bigger stones: and if she did get her
feet wet before reaching the other side, It was
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gradually. Very soon It was Sot of wet feet they
were thinking.

Tor when they ascended the opposite hill.entering
upon a still wilder region than any they had as yet
traversed^they became aware that all the world had
grown much darker; and when at length they beheld
tliA far 1 inn nf the Ken! If; «11a nf n ciirionslV livid.
or leaden hue. The wind was blowing hard up on
these heights; .now and again there was a sting of
moisture in it.the flying precursor of the rain. But
the most ominous thing that met their -gaze was a
series of sickly looking, formless clouds that seemed
rising all along the western horizon; while the sea
underneath was growing unnaturally black. Itising
and spreading thosrs clouds were, and swiftly; with a

strange and alarming appearance.as if the earth
were about to be overwhelmed. They looked close and
near, moreover, though necessarily they must have
been miles away. At first the two girls did not
mind very much; all their strength was needed to
withstand the buffetings of the wind; indeed, there
was a kind of joyance in driving forward against the
ever-increasing gale, though it told on their panting
chests. They had to shout to each other, if they
wished to be heard.

"Where is the 'march,' Mary?"
' I haveh't seen any trace of it ... this side

of the Oarra .... But of course we're in the
right direction .... We must get into the Corrle
Blireag sooner or later."

Then came the rain.at first in flying showers,
but very soon -in thin gauzo veils that swept along
between tUein and the distant hills. Waterproofs
were donned now; but they proved to be of'little use.
they were blown every kind of way, with an immensityof ballooning and flapping and clapping; while
they materially impeded progress. But nevertheless
the two wanderers struggled on bravely, hurling themselves,as It were, against thesa rude shocks and
gusts, until their wet hair was flying all about their
races, and their eyes were smarting with the rain,
hometiines they paused to take breath.and to laugh,
in a rueful way.

"There's nothing so horrid as wet wrists!" Mary
called to her companion, on one of these occasions, as
she shook her arms and hands.

"It won't be wrists only, very soon," said Kathchen,in reply as they started on again.
The gale Increased In fury, so that on the higher

slopes ahead of them the heather was beaten and
driven Into long waves of motion; while even through
tiiww wiuriiug »eut» ui imu uwy cumu sew uw turn
shreds and tatters of lurid eloud that crossed tiio
grayer sky. The moaning of the wind rose and fell
in remote and plaintive cadence; and. then again it
would mount up into a shrill and long continued
scream, that struck terror to the heart. For there
was no more laughter now. All their dogged, halfblindstruggle against the storm did not seen* to lead
them any nearer to any practicable way of getting
down to the coast; and they were afraid to leave the
line they had conceived to bo the march.the imaginary
line which they had hoped would bring them to the
Corrie Bhreag, or, at the furthest and worst-, to some
portion of Glen Orme. And if the dusk were to coma
down and find them in theso trackless solitudes?
During one of their pauses to recover breath, and to

get their wet hair out of their eyes and lips, Mary
took off her waterproof, and her companion followed
hef example; the worse than useless garments were
secured by a lump of rock, and left to be searched
for by a shepherd on the following day. Then forwardagain.with the wind moaning and howling
across these desert wastes.with the driving rain at
once blinding and stifling them.and a dim unspoken
tear of the coming darkness gradually taking posses-
sion of their mind.

One odd thing was that though Mary Stanley was
the taller and much the more strongly built of the
two, sho could not hold on as well as her smaller
companion, who was in a measure familiar with the
work of getting over heather tufts and across peat
nags. Mary complained that the wind and the rain
choked her.she could not breathe. And at last she
stopped, panting, breathless, entirely exhausted with
the terrible strain.

"Kothchen," she said, In a despairing sort of way,
"I'm done. But don't mind me. I wlil stay here
until the storm goes over. If you think you can
push on until you find some valley to take you down
to the coast, then you will bo able to get home "

"Mamie, what are you talking1 about!" said Kathehen,indignantly. "I am going to keep by you, if
both of us stay here all night. But we mustn't do
that. Come, have courage!"

"Oh, I've a fearful amount of courage, but no
strength," said Mary, with a very dolorous sort of
smile. "Whenever I begin, I get caught by the
throat. Well, here goes once more!"

And again they sat forth with a desperate resolution,forcing themselves against the gale, though their
own saturated clothes were dragging heavily upon

o,y<sr.'
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them. But they had not gone on thus for many
minutes when it somehow sqemed as though this laboriousstepping from one haather tuft to another was

becoming easier. Surely the land was trending now.
"Kathchen," Mary called out, brushing away the

rain from her eyelashes, "here is a valley, and surely
it must lead down to the sea. I don't know which
it Is "

"Oh, never mind; we must take our chances," s.'iid
Kathchen; "if we can get down to the coast line
anywhere, we shall be all right."

And so, notwithstanding their dire fatigue,
they kept on now with lighter hearts; their
progress becoming more and more eas4y, being
all down hill. Not that this valley was anythingin the nature of a chasm, but rather a
hollow plain gradually sloping down to the
west. And then, again, the further they got away
from the wild heights they had left behind them the
violence of the storm seemed to diminish; they wero
better able to breathe, and if the rain did continue
to fall they were about ns wet as they well could be,
so that did not matter.

Suddenly Kathchen uttered: a joyful cry.
"Look! I.ook!"
Far away down the wide valley and through the

mists of the rain they could make out a small cottagsor but; and there were signs of life, too.wfiveringsmoke that the wind blew level as it left the
chimnfy. This welcome sight put new animation
into their exhausted frames, and they pushed forward
right cheerfully now, little thinking that they were

walking into a far more deadly peril than any they
had encountered among the hills.

1 \,,1. * IwiT- ,r. .t fnrtW t tollor lhiir

found tliat there intervened between them and the
eottagc a circular plain, and although it certainly
looked marshy, it never occurred to them that they
ought to go round by the side of it. How could their
feet be wetter? So they made straight across, Kathchenleading the way, and jumping from clump to
clump of heather so as to avoid the'little channels
where the black ooze and water might be deep.

Hut by and by she was forced to go more cautiously,and had to hesitate Itefore choosing her course.
For those oozy channels had grown broader; and not
only that, but the land she had reached was very fur
from being solid.it trembled in a mysterious wav\
She still held on, nevertheless, hoping to reach securerfoundation; and now she was not following any
straight line whatever, but seeking anywhere and everywherefor a safe resting place for her foot. Mattersspeedily grew worse and worse. She could not
make the slightest movement without seeing the eartX
vibrate for twenty yards around her.an appalling phenomenon;and at last sho dared hardly stir, fo;- :i sickeningfeeling had come over her that a single step
might plunge her into sin unfathomable abyss.

"Kathehen," said Mary, in a low voice (she was
close behind) "don't you think we could go back?"

Hut the girl seemed absolutely paralyzed with terror.She turned an Inch or two and looked helplesslyaround.
"I.I don't know the way we came," she said, and

her eyeballs were contracted as if with pain.
'"Will you try, Mary?"

And then she made a strenuous effort to pull herselftogether.
"No, no! let me go first," she said In a kind of

desperation. "I am lighter than you."
"No," Mary made answer, quite calmly, "I will

go first."
Yps, outwardly she was quite calm; but dismay

had possession of her, too. For the whole, world underneathfelt so strangely unstable; it shivered eVen as
ouc oiuuu, nuu us lor going DaoK uie way tuey came.
why, it seemed to her that the smallest movement In
any one direction must necessarily cause this quaking
morass to open like the sea and engulf them forever.
She had undertaken to go first; but whither was she to
go? When sho put out a foot tentatively the solid
earth seemed to slide away from her In billows.
Again ami ag?ln she tried, and again and again she
instinctively drew back, her whole frame trembling
like the trembling soil beneath her, until at last she
stood speechless and motionless, turning strange eyes
toward Kathchen.eyes that asked a question her
white lips could not utter. And the dusk was now
coming over the world.

But help was near. They were suddenly startled
by a sound.a distant cry.and at the same moment
they caught sight of a man who had come running
from the direction of the cottage. As soon as he perceivedhe was seen he held up both arms; It was a

signal to them not to move.as if movement were
tv>i:clhlfl in fham in +V»lo * .' TT~v»v« in v*ua pvnuauuu ujl i tvnj rx«
camo along with an incredible rapidity, by the out-
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skirts of the morass, until ho was opposite them, and
then ho ventured in a little distance. But he did
not attempt to approach them; with his hand he directedthem which way to go, and they.their hearts
in their mouths tho while.obeyed htm as well as

they could. By the time they got neur to where lie
was waiting they found themselves with some firmer
consistency under their feet; and then, without a

word, he turned and led the way off tho morass, they
1,. no,i<v>,. .) cofwifl. tO ClVO

them a brief direction.
"You must keep along the side; it is very dangerous,"he said, in a somewhat cold manner.
But in an instant Mary had divined who this was.

The young man with the pale, clear cut features and
coal black eyes belonged to no shepherd's hut.

"I.I want to thank you, sir," she saic\ breathlessly(he had raised his cap to them slightly, and
was going away). "If it had not been for you,
what should we hare done? It is a dreadful place.
we were afraid to move "

He glanced at her and her companion with 6orne
swift scrutiny.

"Tou are wet," said he, in the same distant and
reserved fashion. "You will find a fire in the widow's
cottage."

"You might show us the way," said Kathchen, half
plteously. "We are frightened."

After that ho could not well leave them; though,
to be sure, the way to the cottage was plain and easy
enough, so long as they kept back from the dangerousMeall-na-Fearn bog. He walked ahead of them
slowly; he did not attempt to speak to them. His
demeanor had not been unfriendly; on the contrary,
it hail been courteous; but it was courtesy of a curiouslyformal and reticent kind. Perhaps he had not
known who these strangers were when ho came so

quickly to their help.
And in truth the two girls could hardly follow him,

for now all the enfeeblement of the terror they had- sufferedhad come upon them; they were now no longer
strung up bv a shuddering apprehension of being entombedin that hideous morass, and the previous fatigue,physical and nervous, that they had. fought
against so heroically was beginning to tell now, especiallyupon Mary. At length she did stop; she said
"Kathchen! Kathchen!" in a low voice: hor figure
swayed as If she would fall to the earth, and then
she sank to hot- kuees and trarst into a wuu ui. <n

hysterical weeping, covering her face with her hands.
Their guide did not happen to notice; ho was going on
and it was becoming dark.

"Stay a moment, sir!" said Kathchen, in tones of
indignant remonstrance. "My friend is tired out."
He came back at once.
"I beg your pardon," said he, gravely. "Tell her

it is only a little way further. I am going on to get
something ready for her."

"And he did go on; so that it was left for Kathchento encourage her companion and subdue this
nervous agitation.

"It is only the cold. Kathchen," said Mary, who
was trembling from head to foot. "I suppose you are
wet through, too."

But indeed the cottage was quite close by now:
they made their way slowly; when they reached it
the dodr was open, and hero was the young man, with
his sailor's cap in his hand, giving a few further directions1n Gaelic to an old woman and a young
girl of thirteen or fourteen who appeared to be the
sole occupants of the earthen floored hut. There
was a peat lire burning and a pannikin slung over it.
The old woman went into the other apartment.the
"ben" of the cottage.and returned with a black bottleand 3ome sugar; and presently she had brewed a
most potent liquor, which in two teacups she presented
to the yonng Indies and insisted on their swallowing.
They were seated on a nldo beBoh by the grateful
warmth of the peat; they were made to finish this
fiery draught; and here were oat cakes and nilIk besides.Life seemed slowly to coine back to them.
to stir in their veins. But ttjo young man who had
guided them hither? Wpll. he had disappeared.

After some litte time Kathchen happened to turn
and look round.

"Where has the gentleman goYie?" she asked.
It was the young girl with the Jet black hair and

the wild, timid eyes who made answer.
"I wjio told to take the ladies to I-OchgsfTft

House," said she, in excellent English, and with a
rQry pretty pronunciation.

"You? It is nearly dark!" Kathchen exclaimed.
"Why did he leave us?"

But hero Ma.ry interposed in her mild, suavo fashIon:and she regarded the girl with kindly eyes.
"Yes, I am sure you will be able to show us th9

way very well," said she. Only you must tell your
mother.is she your mother?"

"My grandmother, Jady," was the answer.
"Well, tell your grandmother that you must stay

CK AT ONCE."

the night at Lochgarrn. Housa; you cannot coruo back
nere so late. We will send you along in the morning;or I will come with you myself."

Hut the old grandmother knew a little English too.
"Yes, yes, indeed indeed," said she. "Whatever

the ladies will be pleased."
And by any by they set out; the sure-footed young

mountaineer acting as their guide. Night had fallen
now, and there were no stars; but after they had gone
on some time they could make out the sound of the
sea.and it was a welcome sound, for it told tlieni
they were nearing the road that here runs all along
me coast. And indeed it was not until they were
actually in the highway that it occurred to Kiithchento ask how far they had still to go before they
got to Lo-hgdrra.

'"ft will be about s?ex miles, or more than five
miles whatever." was the answer.

"Six miles!" said Kathchen faintly. I wish we
had stayed at your grandmother's cottage. Mamie,
shall you ever be able to manage it?"

1 uoir.j tu, iviuuiiirn, axtti-y mmiu, c.uik:£.i i««,

very Joyfully. "1 am a little warmer MW.v; Him there
is less wind blowing."

And so they went on.the unseen sea thundering
beneath them in the dark, along the iron-bound r(»«
.the wind sometimes rising itato a mournful moan,
but bringing no rain with it now. It was a lon;j
and weary tramp, but they were on a good rohd, and
their brave little guide, whatever she may have
thought of the darkness, went forward unhesitatingly.

Then of a sudden they beheld two points of tiro
away ahead of them; and presently there was a sound
of wheels.

"I will give twenty pounds for the loan of that
carriage," said Mary, "whosoever it is!"

" V.'I'y," said Kathchen joyfully, "In this neighbor Ihood, whose can it be but your own."
And indeed it was. And uop only that, but.here

was the gentle-spoken Barbara, profuse of Cpuip.iss!onand pretty speeches; and she had brought with
her an abundance of blankets.not shawls and wraps,
or any feminine knick-knackery.but substantial and
capacious blankets, along' with many smaller comforts
and cordials. And when they had all four got into
the shut landau (for the. girls would r.ot allow their
young guide to go on the box) Mary said

"Hut who took the news to 1-ocbgarra House,
Barbara? Who told you to bring the carriage?"

"Oh, just the young master himself," said Barbara,with smiling eyes, as she was busy with her
ministrations. And then she corrected herself. "It
was just young Mr. Koss of Ileimra. And did Miss
Stanley not know who he was?"

But Miss Stanley had known very well. And
Kathehen had guessed.

[CONTINUED NEXT SUNX/AY,J

SAVED A BABY FROM DEATH.

HEROISM OF A MOTHER AKD [THE THRILLING
a

RESCUE OF HtfB CHILD.

During a small tenement house fire 011 the east
side this week there was a thrilling incident that
was not chronicled at the time. It occurred at a

rear window in the second story. The flames had
been extinguished with trifling damage, but the
house was full of smoke.
Suddenly a woman tottered to the open window.

In Uor arms she held a bundle, tightly clasped to
her bosom. It was in whito wrappiugs. Quickly
the crowd of people in the yard below saw the
woman. Great clouds of ftmoke whirled about her
head in suffocating volumes, and the crowd called
upon her to jump.
"She hesitated, but extended the bundle at arm's

length, from which at that moment there came a
faint cry. It wa« a baby's voice,
"Save my child!" implored tho woman.
Instantly a blauket was procured and strong menheld its corners.
"Drop it!" they shouted.
With her face averted the agonized and imperilledmother let the baby fall. Down tho little one flutteredlike a white winged, wounded bird, with the

despairing cry of "Mamma" upon its lips. Lightlyit ctvnnk kl.nV.i ....l .
'

4 i.i

taken up safe and sound, but sobbing, by a
motherly looking woman in tbe throng.

It required but a fow minutes to raise a laddor
and rescue tho self-sacrificing* mother from her
perilous position and restore her dimpled darling
to her arms.
This touching rescue was loudly cheered by tho

sympathetic spectators.
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E SHEET.

rohan children as
FIaE art beggars.

Little Rogues Who Say They Are Famishing
Willi Smiles and Graces.

FIVE - YEAR - OLD PROFESSIONALS.

Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett Makes a

Picture of a Youngster Who Threw
Kisses for Italian Pennies.

"SSjjSV7 HOPE that a great many
4^4 Hi/ y°un£ Americans have

fr'jjL fif seen Rome.

L 4$ ra Americans travel so
k® much, ana aro so often acWj

M * B companied by their chil3-'"^ ^il) H dren, that I am sure a

gs great number of boys and
girls have seen the most

'f'V beautiful and interesting
if it f' - /j
flf .There are bo many chil^dren on every steamer

crossing the Atlantic. They form an important
feature of one's existonoe during tlie voyage. If
one likes children they are an entertaining feature;
they seem to enjoy themselves so much. If one is
not fond of tliem, and seasickness makes one

cross, t dare sky they sometimes seem noisy.
For my part I like to lie in my steamer chair and

watch them play shuflieboard and throw the rope
rings, and I amuse myself by Wondeiinsf how they
will like London, and if they will be interested in
the Tower; whether they will care for Paris, and
what thoughts the Coliseum, with the wild beasts'
dens and the stories of the gladiators and the
vestal virgins, will awaken in their practical little
American minds.

AMKEICAN, CHILDREN ABROAD.

The dearest thing I saw in Florence the last time
I was there was a delightful little American boy of
seven, and one of the most charming and suggestivein Borne was a small fellow about the
same age, who sat surrounded by the stately
wonders and spaces of St. Peter's, his bright, eager,
thoughtful child face upturned to his another and
father, who were sitting and talking together near

him. I have become quite clever in rocognizing
American and English faces, and I knew this little
boy was an; American, and there was something in
his clear, wide-awake eyes that made me want to

stop before him and bold out my hand and say:.
' Come with me and I will show you the wonderfulold places I know so well, and we will tell each

other stories about them. We can make marvellous
stories in almost every street, and I shall find out
all sorts of new things when I see the temples and
palaces and great ruins through your seven-yearoldAmerican eyes."
But as we were quite strangers to each other I

could only smile at him and pass him by. I had
Deen sent away iiom -uuuauu uy my uuciurs uecauseI had been ill for a long time after an accidentI had met with in the aatamn, when I had
been thrown out of my carriage and dangerously
hurt. They said that London fogs were bad for
me, and I must travel where I could see the blue
sky and the sun. So I went to the South of Trance
and to Italy, and that is why I went to Rome, which
is one of the cities I love best of all.

I wanted to be quiet, so I went to a hotel which
an English Roman told me afterward was "the
oldest, the most respectable and the dullest in
Rome." But that exactly pleased me, ana I could
not be dull with three interesting people with me
and all old Rome around me. X liked tho
old hotel. I liked my apartments and my comfortablesalcn with the my storious froscoes in the ceilin?.thefrescoos we were always trying to explain
to oach other as if they were conundrum?. EspeciallyI was fond of tho one old square with the elephantbearing an obelisk on its back in the centre
and the hoary, wonderful old JPantheon at the corner.

ITALIAN TEGGAIt CHILDREN".
It was in this square I learned to know my

pretty beggar waom t want to make a tiny sketch
of to "hang in my gallery of children. My littie
Roman, an far as beauty goes, is one of the most
perfect small pictures I remember, p.ndhfe is chiefly
interesting as a study because he belongs to a professionwhich I think does not really exist in
America and because I was so curious to know
what thoughts there were behind his beautiful
child eyes, or if it could be that there were no
definite thoughts at all.
He was a professional beggar and a professional

beauty, and, though ho was only about live years
oh!, it was quite'T>lain thai he knew perfectly well
what an assistance to the first profession the last
one was. He would have been taught to beg if he
had not been handsome at all, but T ana sure he
knew that he would not have had so many patrons
or half so many soldi if he had not been so pretty
to look at.
To a stranger it seems that every Roman child

who is not rich is taught to regard begging as a
sort of honest industry which any useful infant
will cultivate. After one becomes somewhat accustomedto the swarms of little boys and girls
who rush to One's carriage when it stops before a
church or palace and scramble clamoring up the
lung flights of stejjs after one, they begin to be
eveii a little amusing.
They do not look the least uncomfortable or

hungry, some of them are pretty and often they
are picturesque, because they are dressed in tho
Koiuan peasants' dress in the hope that some
artist will want to put them in a picture and pay
them for sitting as models. And they generally
appear to be amusing themselves together and
seem to find it rather a joke to chase after these
princely straugers who have nothing better to do
than drive about and look at churches and picturesand ruins. I am convinced that they think
us great simpletons, but thoy would be sorry to see
us wiser, because that would make their profession
less lucrative.

LITII.E STUDENTS OF MANKIND.
It is their cheerful audacity which makes one

smile at last. They know the forettitri so well
(foresiieri is the italiau word for foreigners).
They know that a rather shy or inexperienced one
will feel that if a bouquet of violets is forced into
his or her hand it must ba paid tor, so violets are
thrown into one's carriage, little clusters are
forcibly attached to the coats of masculine passersby, and it is only when one has become quite
hardened that one discovors how to toss them
back into the small basket with an araiablo smile
and.
"No, grazie, no."
There is another thins thov have lenrnn/l whiMt

is that even the forestinri who do not understandItalian to speak it aro more
than likely to know Trench, for some of
the smallest ones have been taught one or
perhaps two mournful French phrases which
they 6ay over and over again as they run after one.
X shall not soun forgot a plump, well red, cheerful
little girl in a gay apron and Roman headgear who
trotted after me up and down a long flight of steps
near the Pincio, saying as fast as she could:

"Je Ttfurt ile /aim! Je vieurs de faim!" which
is the French for "I dio of hunger! I die of hunger1"

"toil little story teller," said the English lady
who was with me, "you are stuffed as fuli of macaronias you tan possibly be."
And, though she spoke English, the child evidentlyrecognized that sho had not produced her

effect on tiiese "Ingiesi," tor she gave us up as a
bad investment, with a sly little smile.

I suppose uy pretty beggar boy had been a model
as well as a beggar ever since he (Tould walk, perhapseven before. His mother and the womau who
was always with her were evidently models when
they had good fortune.
They were handsome women who wore the picturesquelioman dress and sat or stood in the sun

in tho old square, with baskets of violets near
them which they professed to sell. About them
played my pretty little Itomm and his companion,
who was about the same ago as himself, and almost
equally pretty. Both of them were dresse.t like
small coxiies of nicturesque bandits on the stage;
they had short, bright colored jackets and kuee
breeches, aud bands crossed round their legs, and
both had broad brimmed, rather pointed hats of
soft felt on their full, silky, curling hair.

They were both charming, but ray little fellow
-was either the bolder or the prettier or the more

coaxing of the two, I don't know which it was, but
tsomehow he always seemed to know quite well that
he was my favorite. He had such soft, round
cheeks, the color of a very ripe peach.an ludian
peach, perhaps, with the red showing through the
downy brown. He had such a dimpling laugh
and such large, soft brown eyes and such a lot of
thick chestnut brown curls. His curls looked soft,
too; he looked soft and warm all over, as if he
would feel like a rabbit or a squirrel if one took
him in one's arms.
The first time I saw him was one afternoon

when I was going to drive to the Pincio to hear
the band which plays there every day from four to
six.
My carriage used to wait in tlie courtyard until I

came down the stairs and got into it at the foot of
them; but this day, after we had driven through
the entranc* into tho square, we bad to send for a
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cushion or something which had been forgotten,
and so we waited, and my pretty beggar saw us. ^He was very faithful to the exigencies of his profession.I noticed afterward that ho always stopped
playing when ho saw an.v oue approaching to whom
his business iustln.ots taught him he might app'.y,
and he always trotted after them quite far enough
to give them a fair trial. So seeing the carriage
with the two horses and a comparatively resplendentcoachman waiting before the courtyard
entrance of the big hotel and seeing that it cua
tained "foresiieri".ladies in velvet and furs.
una oi wiiom even leaueo against a cnmn^u

silk cushion.he felt that this ivas a business
opportunity Dot to be neglected, and came running
across the square followed by his companions. I
suppose it wa3 the crimson cushion wiiich caused
him to single me out, or perhaps he had seen ruo
smiling at his prettiness as he ran toward us in tho
sun.certainly both he and his friend directed
their active attention to me.

BEGGING -WITH ARCHNESS.
Only a little Italian beggar, and a professional

beauty at that, could have begged as he did.with
such gayoty and coaxing, and sucn perfect freedomand friendliness. It was not nis role to say,
"J,i me.urs de /aim".his was a comedy part.and in
the company of two he was the "leading gentleman,"because, though his companion was almost
as pretty as he, and did trie same things and repeatedthe same words, one felt sura he had not
originated thera. I had an idea that he admired his
friend very much, and respeoted his professional
talents immensely and adored him.

"Bella Signora," they both clamored gayly, show-
tag their white teeth ana aimpies ana jumping up
and down, holding out little soft brown palms.
"Helta Signora, un soldino.un soldino; via bella tignora,
un soldino." (Beautiful lady, a little penny.a little
penny; oh, come now, beautiful lady, a little
penny.)
"Via" does not literally mean "oh, corns now,"

but I think that is the only way to put it into Englishwhen a little beggar says it in that coaxing, expostulatoryway. Mothina could possibly havo
been more coaxing than that "via." He made it expressso much. "Oh, come now," it seemed to say.
'You are a milady Inglese. Yon go out iu a grand
carriage with the big horses. You drive to the
Pincio and listen to the music. You have a purse
full of little pennies and silver-pieces in your
pocket. And'see how pretty I am, and how soft
and bright my eyes are when X laugh at you. Oh,
come now, what do little pennies matter to miladieslike you?"
And ho laughed all the time and looted at ma

with such gay confidence in my friendliness and
admiration. I suppose he had studied faces too
long not to understand the sort of smile that
meant at least two or three scldi. I am always
being told it is wrong to encourage beggars, but I
am afraid I do encourage them disgracefully sometimes.I took a neat handful of soldi out of my
purse and bent over the side of the carriage. H:ilf
Xput into one soft little brown paw and half into
the other, laughing into the bright, mellow dark
eyes that laughed back at me, and when I put tlio
coins down 1 gave each dusky, soft paw a little pai.
I could not remember that these were small professionalbeggars.

BEACHING A MOTHER'S HEAItT.
It seemed as if Boy and the Socialist; were five

years old again antl their lovely mop of hair were
dark instead of golden, and the.v wero dancing
about begging for pennies. No little beggars con»d
have been bolder or gayer or more assured than
Boy and the Socialist were. They were quite professionalas far as I was concerned, and they we I-a
always sure they would get their soldini. What an

or t.hirirr -it. wniild lmi'A KAPTVtAfl tin t.hft
ers by to bare seen a Signora Ingiese take a little
Koman beggar suddenly in her arms, hold him on
her Knee and&iss his velvet cheeks, but to me tbat
would have seemed the most natural thing to do.
These two did not often have so many solai given
them at once, it was evident. They looked so

delighted and laughed so and gave such triumphant
little hops as they clamored:.

"Gruxie. Sigwra, Grazie, Grazie!" ("Thank you,
lady, thank you, thank you.")
And then they took each other's hands and

scampered across the square together. Of course
I looked after them. I could not help it. And
when they reached the corner near the Vantheon
the "leading gentleman" had one of his pretty inspirations.He checked hiB run for a moment and
wheeled round, still holding his companion's hand,
and with the most graceful little smiling gestures ;
he three me a whole butterfly flight of kisses, aud j
his friend did the same.
"Ah, how pretty!" said some one in the carriage.

"Only a little Italian beggar could do that. Imagine
a London crossing sweeper throwing one kisses
when one gave him a 'brown.' "

If I had been able to remain in Rome, as I had
planned to do. I should have had the opportunity
of knowing more of my fascinating little beggar,

I
EOLDENO SIGNOEA.

Soldi and smiles every day for a few weeks would
certainly have made us quite intimate, and I could
have talked to him quite freely because my companion,who is always with me, is an Italian young
lady who speaks several languages, and can alwavs
explain what I wish when I am not fluent enough
to explain it myself. We both of us feel on inure
intimate and friendly terms with Italian than With
Trench or German or English beggars.

I had intended to remain in Kome until after the
Easter fStes and ceremonies, and I was beginning
to feel very well and happy in those iirst beautiful
sunshine and floNver flooded days of the early j><>
man spring. But I received a letter one plaagati 6
morning which set me in a few hours upon my way
to America, and two weeks from then my pretty Humanbeggar was thousands of miles away and I
walked into a bedroom in my house in Washington
where a boy with eyes as dark as his lay waiting for
me with cheeks aud hands hot with fever.
But before that letter came I had seen my littlo

beggar every day. Every time my carriage passed
out of.the court yard of the hotel he came running
for his soldini in the most delightful spirits; every
day he and his companion laughed and danced and
showed their dimples and white teeth and kissed
their hands, and every day I was rather tempted to
coax the leading gentleman into my carriage and
take him on my knee for a driYe on the Pineio. I
wanted also to take him to a grand confectioner's
on tne uorso ana say to mm, "iou may nave wnateveryou like." 1 wonder if he would have quite
lost his little wits with wonder and delight, or if lie
would have been practical enough to fill his bright
colored bandit's jacket with sufficient indigestion
to cast a slight glow over the remainder of his existence,after he had recovered from it.

WHY THE PENNIES CAME.
My companion always used to say a few words

to him for"me when I gave him his soldini.
"Do you know," she asked him one day, "why it

is tliat signora bionda gives you so many soldi?"
Ho smiled charmingly, but shook his head.
"No, signora."
"It is because she has two bambini of her own,

and just now they are far, far away in America,
and she cannot give them soldi, so she gives
them to you. The signora biondi loves bambini."

I was quite sure that he looked at the statement
in a purely professional light and was not the leasi
sentimental in cis views of it. It was evident to
him that this miladi Inglese or American had an
amiable weakness which might be cultivated and
made most useful. The "due bambini" were certainlyto bo relied upon as a source of indefinite
soldi if the memory of them was encouraged with
smiles and little dancing skips and pJeuty of kisses
thrown gracefully and with intention. He was so
far exhilarated at the prospect that he beamed alf
over and threw me charming kisses at once. And
the next time he did not wait for the oarriaue, but
seeing me leave the hotel on foot, he ran after me
with greater confidence than over.
"Do you Intend to beg always?" said my Italian

friend, either that time or the next that ho followedus. "When you are older you will be strong
enough to work for yourself. You will be too
strong to beg. Don't you think so?"

It was at that moment I irlehed Icoula have seen
the -workings of his mind. I wanted bo rnuoh to
know what he thought.
But it was not possible to tell. Perhaps he

thought the signora, who was not an Inglese, was
making a little joke and he ought to smile at rt as
a compliment.or perhaps he did not wish to commithimself for fear of saying the wrong thing to
such excellent patrons. At any rate he smiled and
looked up at us both in his prettiest way and with
his gayest air. A smile like his.as readv and
bright and soft and unprejudiced.was a fortune
in ittelf. At least ho was quite aware of that.

I do not know whether 1 have made a sketch of
him which wiil make him seem real to those who
read it, but he is a very real thing to me, though I
barely understood a few sentences of his language. H
There was some soft brightness in his mellow eves
I understood, and something in his childish beautif..1 face which somehow spoke to my heart, add H
I cannot help believing that he will nut always ba
a boggar, but wiil find something for his dtinkvlittlehands to do when they are bigger, ana that
the magnetism and cleverness which made him
always tho leader will make a place for him a mau
need not be ashamed to till.

FBANCE8 HODGSON BURNETT.
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"Tour contributions to light literature are wonderfulin one respect," eaid Bibby.
"An4 that is what?" askel Scribby. H
"They are so heavy."
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